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The Play of 

Which who (hall crolTc along to goc. 
Omit wc all their dole and woe : 

Luhmcta herNurfefhetakes, 

And fo to Sea •, their veflell fhakes, 

On l^eptuncs billow ,halfe the flood, 
Hath their Keele cut : but fortune mou’d. 
Varies againe,the grifledNorth 
Difgorges fuch a tempeft forth, 

That as a Ducke for life that diucs, 

So vp and downc the poore Ship driues : 
The Lady fhreekes, and wel-a-neare, 
Do’s fall in trauayle with her feare : 

And what enfucs in this fell ftorme, 

.Shall for it felfe, it felfe performe t 
I nill relate, aftion may 
Conueniently the reft conuayj 
Which might not ? what by me is told. 
In your imagination hold : 

This Stage, the Ship,vpon whofe Decke 
The feas toft Ptrtcl&s appeares to fpeake. 


Enter Pericles a Shipboard. 

Peri. The God of this great Vaft, rebuke thefe forges* 
Which wafh both heauen and hell,and thou that haft 
Vpon the Windes commaund,bind them inBrafle; 
Hauing call’d themfromthedeepc,6ftill 
Thy deafning dreadfull thunders, gently quench 
Thy nimble fulphirous flaflies : 6 How Lychorida / 

How does my Queene? then ftorme venomoufty, 
Wiltthou fpcat all thy felfe? the fca-mans Whiftle 
Is as a whifper in the eares of death, 

Vnheard Lychorida? Luctna , oh ! 

Diuineft patrionefle, and my wife gentle 

To thofe that cry bynight,conucy thy deitie 
Aboard our dauncing Boat, make fwift the pangues 
Of my Qucenes trauaylcs ? now Lychorida. 
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Pericles Prince of Tyre, ' 

Enter Lychorida. 

Lychor. Heereis a thingtoo young for fuch a place. 
Who ifit had conceit,would die, as I am like to doc : 
Take in your armes this peece of your dead Queene. 
Peri. How? how Lychorida ? 

Lycho. Patiencc(good fir) do not afsift the ftorme, 
Hcer*s all that is left li uing of your Queene ; 

A litle Daughter : for the fake ofit. 

Be manly,and take comfort. 

Per. O you Gods/ 

Why do you make vs loue your goodly gyfts. 

And fnatch them ftraight away ? we heerc below. 

Recall not what we giue, and therein may 
V fc honour with you . 

Lycho. Patience (good fir) euen for this charge. 

Ter. Now mylde may be thy life, 

For a more blufterous birth had neuer Babe: 

Quiet and gentle thy conditions; for 
Thou art the rudely eft welcome to this world. 

That euer was Princes Child : happy what follower 
Thou haft as chiding a natiuitic. 

As Fire, Ayre, Water,Earth, and Heauen can make. 

To harould thee from the wombe : 

Euen at the firft,thy loflc ismore then can 
Thy portage quit, with all thou canft find heere: 

Now the good Gods throw their beft eyes vpon’t* 

Enter ttyo Saylers. 

i.Sayl. Whatcouragefir?Godfaueyou. 
f er - Courage enough, I do not feare the flaw. 

It hath done to me the worft : yet for the loue 
Oftnis poore Infant, this freih new foa-farer, 

I would it would be quiet. 

i.Sayl. Slake the bolins there; thou wilt not wilt thou 1 : 
Blow and fplit thy felfe. 

V fr S 7 l \ P u 1 Sca-roome,and the brine and cloudy billow 
Rule the Moone,l care not. 1 

Ea. 




i.Sayl, Sir 


